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((You Can't Print That!" 
by Beth Johnson 
T HE gentleman soldier across the table from me pounded the table for 
emphasis. He had just delivered a 
definite opinion on the R. 0 . T. C. 
"It just wouldn't do to quote me, don't 
you know," he drawled with an Oxford 
accent, "my official position does not 
allow me to criticize your government." 
Polished, poised and confident, he 
radiated personality. Clever, accustomed 
to women, he said all there was to 
say . . . and just a little bit more. It 
was a line. It's hard to fool a reporter, 
but that line was sugar-coated and the 
easiest line to swallow, hook and sinker, 
that this reporter ever came in contact 
with. But he was interesting. The man 
was Steward-Rodney, famous for his 
British secret service work. 
RUDOLPH GANZ, President of Chi-
cago Musical College, composer, 
conductor and world famed solo pianist, 
leaned over the desk at Memorial Union 
talking to Pres. Charles E. Friley. He 
saw me coming. 
"Ne!" he turned and shouted. "No, not 
the press coming? " 
"Well, I suppose that is what you'd 
call me." I grinned. "I've really come 
with an invitation to tea. We want to 
pay back the quarter note we owe you." 
The first time Ganz was here a year ago, 
he accepted an invitation to dinner. 
When he heard the singing he said he 
thought one of the beats of rhythm was 
being skipped. 
"You owe me a quarter note," Ganz 
claimed. So we paid him back. Presi-
dent Friley came too. "Before I play I 
think you ought to have Dr. Friley play 
for you. He is an excellent pianist. I 
know because he just played for me." 
President Friley couldn't be coaxed, 
but Ganz could. He played the "Little 
Sphinx," some Chopin, and a Debussy 
or two. 
ALL great people must be ordinary people with an exaggerated quality 
somewhere that brings about the quirk 
of genius. They like to be scratched be-
hind the ears, just like anybody else, 
plus maybe a little more. But Stephen 
Vincent Benet didn't seem to care at all 
whether people like him or not. 
After many hours in the library soak-
ing in a fair but superficial knowledge 
of his poetry, I became immensely im-
pressed with his virility. What Benet 
doesn't know about life isn't worth 
knowing, I thought. On top of it his 
father and his father before him were 
high officials in the army; his great 
grandfather a bloody Spanish sea pirate. 
It was what he said that really mat-
tered, and the expression he used. If 
one was in position to hear him when 
he spoke-for he spoke softly- it was a 
revelation. Poetry was rhythm, music, 
and emotion. He made it mean things. 
DYNAMIC is the word that describes 
President Aurelia Rheinhardt of 
Mills College, California. Of all the 
people I have ever met in interviewing 
I was drawn to Mrs. Rheinhardt the 
most. She gave me the uncanny feeling 
that instead of HER telling me about 
herself, if I weren't VERY careful, I 
would be telling her about myself-
which would never do. 
THE place is the Dean Curtiss home. The scene, the drawing room. Car-
rie Chapman Catt, one of the world's 
most outstanding women , sits well 
bundled in a rocking ch air . Here was 
the woman who had brought about suf-
frage for women in the United States. 
She is world-renowned, and an Iowa 
State graduate. 
"Girls didn't use to go to college," she 
reminisced. "Their husbands had the 
right to whip them, and to take their 
pay envelopes from them if they worked. 
By right I mean the legal right to take 
it. It's all over now, but you women of 
this generation will never kn()W the 
fight it took to bring about your free-
dom." Carrie Chapman Catt had a far-
away look in her eye, and one couldn't 
help understanding that it had been a 
glorious fight for her. She is old now, 
and interested in peace. A pacifist, she 
still believes we should not close our 
eyes to possible dangers of war. 
"J 'LL have a foot race with you to the 
end of the block," John B. P riestly , 
author of best selling Midnight on the 
~®\ 
6~ 
Desert and other books, indicated the 
goal with a wave of his hand. We ran. 
Taller by an inch or so by comparison, 
he arrived a good minute before I did. 
"Not so good." He looked at my high 
heels skeptically. "I could beat you at 
anything you tried to do," he said dryly. 
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